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	1. And All Thy Heart Lies Open Unto Me

**Bound by Garlands of Her Own**

From the poem: "_If By Dull Rhymes Our English Must Be Chain'd"_

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue: And All Thy Heart Lies Open Unto Me<strong>

* * *

><p>"<em><strong>So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip<br>Into my bosom and be lost in me"**_

**Alfred Lord Tennyson from **_**'The Princess'.**_

* * *

><p><em><strong>Disclaimer to JK Rowling<strong>_

* * *

><p><em>Friday 24<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dearest Hermione,

After weeks and weeks of nagging, Father has finally permitted for you to stay at the Manor for the rest of the next weekend, and possibly even longer, (he has allowed Draco's troll friends to come without question, sadly, and I am not putting up with it any longer_.__) _Mother is delighted to have another girl in the house as it's gotten a little rowdy, having to listen to boys all day. I did not know that Draco, Crabbe and Goyle had so much to even discuss, did you know that they are worse than us in History of Magic? (Of course, you would always pay more attention to Professor Binns than me, which is confusing more than anything), and even Nott came over. He and Draco had a nice long, private chat in the Manor's maze (wait until you see the maze, Hermione, it is beautiful! I can imagine the hours we will spend in there!) And he refused to tell me about it. It's all right because there are plenty of things that we talk about that he does not know.

There is so much to talk about, so I hope your parents allow you to go to the Manor as I do miss you terribly. I have told Adelais not to leave your side for the duration of the holiday, as you do not have an owl, and we simply must keep in touch. Do not fret about her, as long as you let her out every day she will be fine. I will be fine too. I will use my Mother's owl, Athena, to send my post. I also await your reply and I have told Adelais that you _must _write at least half a roll of parchment in response if you cannot go. I want a real reason, none of this... you need to do homework (although, you have probably done it all) or something like that. I want a really good excuse for getting out of coming to the Manor. I've begged (and Malfoys do not beg, as you are fully aware) for too long.

Your best friend,

Lacie.

PS. If you do have homework, the Manor has an extensive library full of information for the homework. I hope that tips the scales on your decision, which I eagerly await.

* * *

><p><em>Saturday 25<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Hi Hermione!

I hope you've not overworked yourself too much doing Snape's homework. Now that I think of it, how much have you done? I've done 6 inches and I think that's alright but if you've done twelve rolls of parchment then I'll have to find a way to add more. You know Snape, he already hates my guts so he'll barely look at your essay and then he'll flip when he sees what I've done. Fred and George are no help whatsoever, as they don't really care for Potions, or Snape for that matter, and Percy is holed up in his room. He's probably revising, or something like that. He probably wants to take seventh-year exams a year early and prove he's the better Weasley. Even Bill couldn't do that and Percy and Bill have had a friendly rivalry since they were born. I don't see why Percy bothers, though. Bill trumps him every time.

I've been so preoccupied with writing about Snape's homework (he is a nasty git though, setting that work over the holidays. What happened to the fun?) I almost forgot to ask – would you like to come to the Burrow over the course of the next week? Harry's coming too. Well, I've tried to contact him all summer, and I've gotten no reply which makes no sense since he has an owl of his own and could even start writing to me when Errol returned (has the same happened to you? Wait, you don't have an owl, ignore that, well, have you seen Hedwig at all?). I'm a little concerned for him. If I don't get a reply by Wednesday next week, I'm secretly going to save him with Fred and George. I'll spare you the details since Errol may get intercepted and you'll go ballistic when you find out.

Yours sincerely,

Ron.

* * *

><p><em>Saturday 25<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dear Lacerta,

I was wondering if you like to stay at the Burrow for a few days during the course of next week. I already invited Hermione and Harry will be there.

Hope you can come,

Ron.

* * *

><p><em>Sunday 26<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dear _Ron_,

Was that even an invitation?

Malfoy.

* * *

><p><em>Sunday 26<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dear Ron,

I do apologise but my rude brother intercepted my post and responded to the letter and sent it back before I even had a chance to read your letter, or rather, note. He told me what he wrote to you, and I can hardly disagree with him seeing as the note had no manners whatsoever and was hardly an invitation.

However, I cannot stay, unfortunately, as much fun as it would sound. I have invited Hermione over to the Manor for next weekend and I hope to have her over for longer. I apologise on her behalf as well.

Since you were not so polite to ask, I have had a good holiday. Mother recently took me Germany for a day trip in Demeter's Gardens. It is so beautiful! The Herbology greenhouses cannot compare to those gardens. Legend has it, that the Greek goddess Demeter pours her love of nature into these gardens each summer because she's reunited with her daughter Persephone. It is a beautiful story that you will probably not appreciate but I thought I ought to educate you in some respect, seeing as you will probably be too busy doing Merlin knows what with your time off. I do not even know why I am warranting you with such a detailed response to your invitation. It is probably because I have barely spoken to Hermione, since she has not got an owl, and Harry will not write back. It is probably because of those Muggles he lives with. I bet they do not let him write to us and they take away all our letters to him.

I will probably see you and him on the Hogwarts Express,

Lacerta.

PS. Could you give Athena some bacon? She is one of those owls that expect to be rewarded once she has done a job. Did you really expect any less from a Malfoy owl?

* * *

><p><em>Monday 27<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Malfoy,

Stay out of my business.

Weasley.

* * *

><p><em>Monday 27<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Weasley,

Stop writing to my sister and I might consider it.

Malfoy.

* * *

><p><em>Monday 27<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dear Ron,

I'm sorry! I can't go to the Burrow although it sounds like a brilliant place. I am thankful for your generous invitation. I hope I can go some other time. I hope you've had a good holiday too but I suppose you have, because Snape asked for no less than a foot. I also don't appreciate your little jibe, Ronald, since I have only done three rolls of parchment, not twelve. You better find a way to finish that essay, since that alone with give Snape enough reason to hate you.

I don't think that it's wrong with Percy wanting to take seventh-year a year early. I wonder if you an actually do that since that would be a good idea. Ask him if it's possible to do so, because I may try that too.

Additionally, I want you to know that I disagree fully with your rescue mission with Fred and George. You should tell your parents the problem and maybe they'll help you. I mean, we're not supposed to do magic outside of Hogwarts, especially in front of Muggles and Harry lives with Muggles, remember? That reminds me, it better not involve magic, Ronald, I'm not joking! It's illegal and it will get you expelled! We already pushed it enough when we went after the Philosopher's Stone a few months ago and we could have been expelled then. Please, Ron, think about what you're going to do.

Your concerned friend,

Hermione.

* * *

><p><em>Monday 27<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Lacie,

I would love to come to the Manor, since you asked so politely and it sounds so lovely at the Manor. (However, I do feel a little anxious about coming. Does your father truly not mind me being there?) I cannot wait until I see the library at the Manor. I've still got a conclusion to do on my History of Magic homework before I finish it but I haven't got many points to conclude it with. I also find the maze interesting. I cannot wait.

I hope that Draco and his Neanderthal friends aren't always around us when I'm there though. You know that I don't like them that much.

Thank you for letting me uses Adelais. I am really grateful since I can't send you letters via Muggle post. I've been trying to get to Harry but no avail. I suppose Harry thinks that I'm ignoring him and won't send me any letters. Ron told me that Harry hasn't spoken to him either, which is strange, since I thought that they would be writing to each other each day, since...well, you know... but I suppose not. Maybe it's the Muggles that Harry lives with. My parents are a little more open to owl post. At first they flinched when they saw Adelais and then Errol (Ron's owl) came and they've gotten used to having Adelais around.

See you next week!

Hermione.

* * *

><p><em>Tuesday 28<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Granger,

I heard that you will be coming to the Manor this coming Friday and be warned. I will not hold back.

Malfoy.

* * *

><p><em>Tuesday 28<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Malfoy,

I am not threatened by your childish jibes.

Bring it on, I dare you.

Granger.

* * *

><p><em>Friday 31<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dear Harry,

I'm worried. I've sent you letters by owl post but you haven't replied. Is Hedwig alright? I suppose she could be ill, I just thought that the Muggles you live with would stop you from using your owl or something. I've been using Muggle post to try and contact you and I know it takes forever but, I'm sure that you've gotten at least one of my letters. Lacie lent me her owl so that this letter would be more efficient.

Ron told me of a ridiculous rescue mission he's planning. I told him to leave it to adults and he probably would have but Fred and George are involved and you know the twins. They would never say no to a challenge. I'm worried for Ron too. He could get expelled! You need to write to him and tell him that you're fine and he'll stop thinking about doing something that would mean expulsion. I'm sure you're fine. I'm just being too anxious.

Oh, and Happy Birthday!

Love,

Hermione.

PS. I'll be at Malfoy Manor from later today until the end of the weekend. If you write, I'll be there.

* * *

><p><em>Friday 31<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Harry,

Mate, you haven't replied to ANY of my letters. It's worrying! Fred and George reckon that we pay you a little visit and see what's going on (and rescue you). If you don't reply in a week's time, we're coming.

That'll be your birthday present.

HAPPY BIRTHDAY!

Ron.

PS. Did you hear? Hermione's going to Malfoy Manor! I find that hilarious. I hope she finds a way to get Malfoy in an embarrassing situation so that we can talk about it when he starts to annoy us.

* * *

><p><em>Friday 31<em>_th__ July, 1992_

Dear Harry,

Everyone is worried about you. Including me! I hear that Ron has invited you to the Burrow (he invited me, but, I hear – well you know how much it would not suit me) and I hope you have fun there. Hermione is coming to the Manor and I cannot wait to see her later today. You know, the way that you cannot wait to see Ron.

I do not know why I am writing to you, actually as you will most likely not write back. It is not just me saying that. Hermione and Ron have written to me asking about your owl. Of course, you are probably enjoying life with the Muggles and you want the peace. It would help for you to write back to them before they send me more frantic messages.

Lacie.

PS. Happy Birthday, Harry! I have not gotten your present yet. Wait until the first of September. It will be ready then!

* * *

><p><em>AN: Thank you for anyone who read the old version of this story and was keen on it before I removed it to rewrite it. Thank you for new readers, and readers who have just finished Bright Star. If you haven't read Bright Star yet and you have no idea what is going on so far, I suggest reading the AU of PS first as this is the continuation of that story before I upload the first (second) chapter of this story. _

_Quick recap though: Lacerta Malfoy is the twin sister of Draco Malfoy who was Sorted into Gryffindor and becomes the unintentional fourth wheel in the Golden Trio, this changes the dynamics of the Golden Trio and Draco has to deal with his sisters' slowly changing values amongst other things. _

_I hope that this version of the story is as well received as the old one, as I added more and made the chapters shorter for easier reading and added a lot more POVs and my fave – (cute?) pre-teen Dramione moments. That's all to come, oh, and because I spent a lot of my time on this I will be updating more frequently so you it will be back to where it was before quite soon… if that makes sense. _

_Love always,_

_CS._


	2. Crater of European Confusion

**Chapter One: Crater of European Confusion**

* * *

><p><em><strong>"Beautiful city, the centre and crater of European confusion,<br>O you with your passionate shriek for the rights of an equal  
>humanity,<br>How often your Re-volution has proven but E-volution  
>Roll'd again back on itself in the tides of a civic insanity!"<strong>_

**Alfred Lord Tennyson from 'Beautiful City'**

* * *

><p><em><strong>Disclaimer to JK Rowling<strong>_

* * *

><p>"Your house is so beautiful," Hermione managed to say after a while.<p>

Beautiful was an understatement, in Hermione's opinion. It was stunning. Everything was so otherworldly.

Malfoy Manor was a mansion, settled in a remote area of Wiltshire, where no one could admire its spectacular architecture. Hermione felt sad for the locals for not having the privilege of ever seeing it, most likely because there was a concealment charm surrounding the grounds. The taxi driver that had dropped Hermione off a field away from the front gates seemed confused, and questioned her decision to travel to an abandoned house, suitcase in tow.

"It is nothing," Lacie shrugged.

Hermione scoffed. Compared to her modest Georgian house in the suburbs this house was definitely not _nothing_. It was a _something_ with a resounding noise. Lacie led her into the house and Hermione felt like dropping her jaw on the floor once again. If she had thought that the outside was lovely then there wasn't a way that she could describe the inside. Wood and marble seemed to interweave seamlessly around her. Hermione span around, again and again whilst taking in the architecture several times.

"When you have stopped gawping," Lacie said, pulling Hermione out of her daydream, "I will take your luggage upstairs."

"No need for that Lacerta," a voice said to the right of them. A man, who was a taller and older version of his son, emerged from the shadows. Hermione remembered this as being Lacie's father. He clicked his fingers. "Dobby!"

Something rather small and dirty appeared in front of them and Hermione almost jumped at the loud crack that came with the appearance.

"Y-Yes, Master?"

Hermione stared from the creature to Mr Malfoy and back in astonishment.

"Take Miss Granger's suitcase to Lacerta's room, now," Mr Malfoy said in a bored voice.

The creature scampered over to Hermione, its brown eyes bulging from their sockets in sadness. Hermione took a step back. Hermione didn't want to hand over her bag to it. It wasn't that it was dirty and it would dirty her bag, she just felt sorry for the poor thing that she couldn't bear to give her bag to carry. Hermione also didn't know if the creature was able to carry such a heavy load.

"I'll do it myself," Hermione said to Mr Malfoy, "If you don't mind."

Lacie elbowed her, hard, in the shoulder and gave her a desperate look. Hermione didn't know what Lacie was trying to convey to her. Lacie winced for a moment and said turned to her father.

"I am sorry, Father, I will - ..."

"It is alright, show Miss Granger to your room, I will be in the garden with your mother."

He left in a swirl of dark green robes. Lacie peeked around the door in which Mr Malfoy had just gone through. She stayed there for a moment before returning to Hermione.

"Are you _mad?_" she asked as she neared Hermione.

"Mad?"

Lacie nodded fervently and then pulled Hermione towards the staircase. Hermione was confused by what she had meant but she pulled Hermione up two flights of stairs and across a long corridor not caring that Hermione was lugging her suitcase behind her.

"Yes, mad," Lacie said, the side of her mouth twitched, "At least try and adapt to the house you are in, we have others to do our lifting and chores, do not be the hero."

"I - ..."

"I know, Dobby looked weak and you could not help it," Lacie said shamefacedly, "Dobby has been with the family for a while so he is rather used to fetching and carrying, it is what he is employed to do."

"Oh, so he's a servant?"

Lacie looked at the floor. She stopped walking. Hermione touched her arm and shook it slightly. "Lacie?"

Lacie looked up, "I suppose we pay him in lodging and food..."

"He's a _slave?_" Hermione asked incredulously.

"I know what it looks like, Hermione - ..."

"How can you accept something like that?" Hermione whispered.

Lacie looked away from her, her cheeks flaming up and then she turned back to Hermione and her eyes looked slightly wetter, "I know, it's bad, but _what_ can I do? I can't tell Father to give him wages because I know he would not! All I can do it do more things myself instead of having Dobby doing it, and making Draco stop adding to his list of punishments when Dobby does something wrong, but..."

"But?" Hermione prompted.

"Dobby is a house-elf, and in their core they enjoy working for us," Lacie said quietly. "Obeying orders is what gives them joy."

Hermione wanted to say something but it wasn't the time. She was also overstepping the mark. This was obviously not something she wholly agreed with but she was being rude and making Lacie uncomfortable about it, despite being in Lacie's house. She needed to control her emotions and realise that this was a Wizarding house and they did things differently. It didn't matter how much Hermione disliked it, it was because it was a different lifestyle to what Hermione was used to. It was just, Hermione couldn't easily forget the look in Dobby's eyes, his inner despair as if he was desperate to not to be in the circumstances that he was. There was no joy there.

Hermione forced a smile, "I suppose I'll have to get used to having someone do something for me."

Lacie perked up immediately and changed the subject, "Wait until you see your room."

Hermione paled, "Lacie, I could just stay in your room, you didn't - ..."

Lacie tutted as she pulled and said, "You are not imposing, I am only being a good hostess."

"But - ..."

"Draco and I have the entire West Wing, and we have more than enough room for you to have your own room. We both have four rooms for ourselves and any friends that stay over, and we share the tower."

"You have _four_ rooms?" Hermione asked with surprise. In her own house she only had one small room that was inhabited mainly by her vast collection of books. Lacie nodded as if was normal to have four rooms and a tower to herself. Lacie opened the door slightly and closed the door.

"I did not know your favourite colour was purple."

Hermione's mouth fell open, "H-How did...?"

Lacie opened the door to reveal a room with varying shades of purple in it. The walls went from a pale lilac to a deep indigo and the furniture matched the new colour scheme. Hermione had to forcibly close her mouth so that she wouldn't catch flies.

"It is the same furniture, in essence, but it changes appearance and colour to suit a guest at that particular time," Lacie answered. "I left for Hogwarts thinking that I liked pale blue, but it turns out that I am a fan of scarlet."

Hermione raised an eyebrow.

"What? Draco's room is green!"

Hermione shook her head and decided not to get into the middle of their sibling rivalry that was exacerbated by the fact that they were in different houses. Hermione pulled her suitcase into the explosion of purple and delicately touched something to make sure that it was actually there. She couldn't believe that something could change based on how she personally wanted it.

She decided to test the room, and suddenly wanted everything to be bright orange. She closed her eyes and opened her eyes. Purple. Hermione snickered. Of course, Lacie knew that her favourite colour was purple and had someone cast an enchantment. Impressive. Not impressive enough.

Then in the corner of her eye, she saw a splodge of orange. When she turned to inspect it, it darted across creating a long line of fiery orange. Hermione followed it as it tainted everything with its colour and she was horrified to see it there. She hadn't meant to send orange spirals around her room.

"You have to admit you were wrong to change it back," Lacie said, crossing her arms with a smug expression.

"_I_ have to _what_?"

"It is a Malfoy House, so Malfoy rules apply," Lacie sighed, "If only we were not so proud."

"Er… I'm sorry, I shouldn't have challenged you," Hermione said slowly, not knowing exactly what she was supposed to do. The orange stopped moving and changing colours in its path. It seemed to dissolve into the walls and furniture to show the previous colour scheme.

"Now thank it."

"Er…Thank you."

Lacie smiled, "Now that you have apologised for offending my walls…"

"Do you talk to your walls at home _too_?" Hermione asked incredulously, spinning around to face her.

Lacie laughed, "_No, _I am not completely crazy."

Hermione chuckled. She didn't quite believe that. She turned back and sighed. "Your house is amazing."

"I would rather come and see your house," Lacie said, "This is just…"

"Nothing. I know," Hermione finished for her in an unbelieving tone.

x-x-x-x-x

"Draco, could you please pass the salt?" Lacie said diagonally across the table from Malfoy. Malfoy placed the salt in the middle of the table and Lacie muttered her thanks. Hermione felt slightly awkward at the Malfoy dinner table. It was far too formal for her liking, especially for a family who were just receiving a guest. There was no hearty conversation, just the odd conversation about the Ministry, or politics and those topics were limited only to Mr and Mrs Malfoy. The children, it seemed, didn't speak at dinner.

She felt as if she was missing something, or maybe the Malfoys regularly ate like this, in uncomfortable silences. At home, there was always a topic of conversation, and it was rare for dinners to end without a debate between Hermione and her father.

Thank God Hermione wasn't a Malfoy, which was the reason why she decided to break the silence.

"These potatoes are delicious, Mrs Malfoy," Hermione complimented, after the light buttery texture slid down her throat as if it wasn't there. "They're probably better than Grandmother Granger's."

Lacie was glaring at her and kicked her under the table. Mrs Malfoy looked completely confused. Hermione closed her mouth and looked reproachfully across the table at Lacie. The kick had _hurt._

Malfoy, who was unfortunately sitting next to her, leaned slightly towards her to whisper, "Mother did not make the potatoes."

Hermione turned to Lacie and raised an eyebrow. Apparently the Malfoys didn't cook themselves and she got the hint immediately. She didn't dare to inquire further. She stared at her plate, wondering if Dobby had slaved over this dinner as well. The thought seemed to put her off her food completely.

"This Grandmother Granger sounds interesting, who is she?" Malfoy asked suddenly.

"She's obviously my grandmother, Mal…" Hermione received another kick under the table. Hermione's eyes watered as she tried not to shout at Lacie. That one that actually, _really _hurt. She knew what slip up she had made and corrected herself. "Draco."

The name felt foreign in her mouth and she could never get used to saying it. Malfoy must have thought that it sounded horrible with her voice and he didn't hide it with his expression.

"I know that, I was just wondering about her," Malfoy said rolling his eyes.

"She's a chef who trained in France," Hermione muttered, pushing around the food on her plate, her appetite quickly disappearing. "Before she got arthritis, we used to go to her house every Sunday for dinner."

"Oh, France," Lacie gushed, "Mother, did you know that Hermione always holidays in France at Christmas? She does – oh, what was it called again?"

"Skiing," Hermione supplied for her.

"Yes, that."

"What is skiing?" Mrs Malfoy asked over her salad.

"It is a sort of Muggle sport, love," Mr Malfoy answered for Hermione, "Am I correct, Miss Granger?"

"Hermione, please sir," Hermione said, "and yes, it is."

"I have heard it is quite strange, you sledge down a snowy slope on two sticks, " Mr Malfoy said further. "And I hear it is quite the exhilarating experience."

"Yes sir, and it is."

"Dear, you seem to know a lot about skiing," Mrs Malfoy said with a smile and she placed a hand on Mr Malfoy's. "I would not have thought that it would have interested you."

"Ah, you see, Bagman loves it. A few months ago, he wanted to make it Wizarding, have hovering skis instead of ones on the ground – codswallop if you ask me," Mr Malfoy replied, "We already condone too many Muggle sports. We do not need another."

"The only real sport is Quidditch," Draco said.

"I will agree to that," Lacie said, "but ballet is a sport as well."

Malfoy tutted beside Hermione as Mr Malfoy turned to Hermione, "Hermione do you have a team?"

Hermione didn't reply for a moment, as she didn't know what to say. She didn't even know what he was talking about until it suddenly dawned on her what the question must have meant.

"I'm don't have a particular team, sir, but," Hermione answered as Mr Malfoy started to look increasingly dissatisfied with her answer, "I would support the Montrose Magpies if they were to play."

Mr Malfoy frowned a little before turning it into a smirk, "Impressive."

Hermione was suddenly glad that she had paid enough attention to Lacie's and Ron's fights about Quidditch teams to know that the Malfoy family were all fervent supporters of the Magpies. It seemed for now that Mr Malfoy didn't think she was completely ignorant of Wizarding culture.

"I hear the Chudley Cannons lost the championship again," Malfoy remarked as he cut through his horribly rare steak. "Absolutely hopeless. Maybe if they spent less money on distracting uniforms and more on better players they may not end up on the bottom _again_."

"They're…" Hermione said but Lacie jumped in to stop what Hermione had to say.

"Weasley supports them."

"Typical," Draco commented.

"And Harry Potter."

"Again, typical." This time was more aggressive, "Saint Potter."

"Draco…"

"_Not_ in front of the guest…" Mrs Malfoy said through gritted teeth and a smile. This made Hermione feel more like an outsider at the dinner table. When Mrs Malfoy looked up, she had a bright expression and had a sweet tone, "Hermione, I heard you came top of the year."

"Er…" Hermione could still feel heat coming from her cheeks. She didn't know how to appropriately answer that.

"She's just being modest," Lacie said with a smile, "she got 112 per cent in Charms, I though you could only get up to 100 per cent but it seems like I was wrong, she is a complete genius."

Lacie smiled across the table at Hermione. Hermione felt slightly calmer.

"You mean, know-it-all."

"Draco," Lacie growled. Hermione felt uneasy again. She hadn't meant to make Lacie defensive over her and she didn't want Malfoy apologising if it gained his father's disapproval for doing so.

"I meant…" Malfoy started to say.

Hermione turned to Malfoy, "It's fine. Really."

There was another silence. Hermione tried to busy herself by eating as little as possible but it looked rude so she ate a bit more before reverting to pushing bits around her plate. She couldn't get over how possibly the fragile creature had cooked her meal. Hermione knew what she was raised like, but it wasn't like this. Mum would have rather starved than let someone who wasn't being paid to cook instead of her, with the exception of Dad. Even Grandmother Granger wasn't allowed to cook for free. Mum always had a way of slipping a few pounds under an armchair before she left.

Maybe Hermione would be able to drop a few Sickles for the House-Elf to find. That cleared her conscience a little. She would do that. People did that all the time, didn't they? They left money in rooms when they went on holiday. Well, Hermione's Mum did, at least.

"Your parents must be so proud," Mrs Malfoy said as she crossed her knife and fork on her plate signalling she was finished, despite eating a meagre amount. She opened her mouth to speak again.

"What was their reaction when they found out you were a witch?" Mr Malfoy asked, rather intrusively, cutting off what Mrs Malfoy was going to say.

"Shock," Hermione said immediately before her cheeks went slightly pink, "Disbelief, I suppose all Muggle parents must have the same emotions, then they got really excited and helped me with my books before I went to Hogwarts."

"The Board of Governors have considered not telling the parents of Muggleborns that there is a Magical Society," Mr Malfoy said casually, "Too risky for Muggles to know."

"Lucius!" Mrs Malfoy gasped, "How would the Board of Governors explain the 9 month absence every year?"

"Memory replacement, we make them simply believe that their children are going to an exclusive boarding school and they have already given their consent," Mr Malfoy replied, "Very, very modern but the spells are extremely advanced and complicated. One small mistake and an entire memory could be wiped."

"That's completely barb - …" Hermione started but Malfoy shoved an elbow into her rib just as Lacie kicked her on the knee. Hermione expressed her pain by shouting, "… - ARIC!"

Mr Malfoy looked at her as if she was something alien to his dinner table. "Excuse me?"

Lacie glared at her and tilted her head warning her not to answer. Malfoy's fork rested next to her, dangerously close to stabbing her hand. Mrs Malfoy, however, said, "I agree with her. You cannot expect to play the Gods with these people's children because they're born different. I would never allow Lacerta or Draco to be taken in such a manner."

To which, Mr Malfoy said, "Of course, Narcissa. I agree wholeheartedly on the matter, which is why it is still in consideration."

His expression on Hermione didn't exactly say that he was anti-kidnapping Muggleborns. In fact, he looked as if he completely disagreed with his wife.

"Does it matter?" Lacie asked suddenly.

"Does what matter, Lacerta?" Mrs Malfoy asked, tilting her head slightly.

"Being Muggleborn or pureblood?" Lacie said, "We all can do magic, of course, some purebloods have a better upbringing but who is to say that we aren't equal? Surely we are judged by our actions not our blood."

"Lacerta, surely, with all you have learnt - …" Mr Malfoy said immediately but Mrs Malfoy wrapped a pale hand around her husband's knife-wielding hand.

"Lacerta is entitled to her opinion," Mrs Malfoy said with an unhappy face. When Mr Malfoy grunted and returned to his meal, Mrs Malfoy seemed to hide a smile that Hermione noticed, but she doubted that she was supposed to have seen that secret smirk. "Lacerta, are you finished?"

"Yes, mother."

"Well, would you like to retire for the night, and take Hermione with you?" Mrs Malfoy smiled. Lacie pushed her chair back soundlessly and stood up. She leant towards her mother and Mrs Malfoy kissed her quickly on each cheek. Lacie walked to Mr Malfoy and received another two kisses on her cheeks, she went to Malfoy and Malfoy kissed her once.

Hermione froze in her seat. Surely she was not to partake in this strange farewell, was she?

Malfoy leaned over towards her with a sickened expression. "Unfortunately, I must kiss you goodnight. Mother and Father don't have the misfortunate to do so."

"Draco Lucius Malfoy!" Mrs Malfoy gasped, "Must I remind you, that Hermione is a _guest_, and we do not speak to our guests in such a manner."

"But, Mother…"

"No buts, if you want that new broomstick -…"

"I think it better to forgo the tradition," Mr Malfoy interrupted with an upturned lip. "Goodnight Miss Granger."

Lacie pulled Hermione up and they powerwalked to Lacie's room, where Lacie fell on her bed with a drawn-out groan. Hermione stood on the edge and gulped for some air. She didn't like the amount of stairs that she had to walk up in order to get to Lacie's room. Lacie didn't even lift herself up from her bed to look at Hermione.

"Surely it couldn't have been _that_ terrible," Hermione said with a grimace.

"For you," Lacie mumbled, "Father is going to be spinning with anger for the rest of the holidays."

"But, why?" Hermione asked.

"Hermione, you said the wrong things, did the wrong things, shouted the wrong things," Lacie said sitting up.

"That's a little rude!"

"There is no conversation at a Malfoy dinner," Lacie said, "Father talks and we listen and speak when we are spoken to."

"I said your mother's potatoes were lovely!"

"Mother would have never been seen touching a potato with her bare hands, let alone cook it!"

Hermione rolled her eyes, "I've never exactly been waited on before, how was I supposed to know?"

"Plus, almost calling Draco by his surname was rude," Lacie said.

"Force of habit, I'm sorry," Hermione said sincerely.

"Well, I exaggerate, your first dinner was not so much of a complete disaster," Lacie said honestly. "I wish you were going to be here next weekend, Mother is throwing her end-of-summer barbecue inspired by Demeter."

"Demeter?"

"Greek Goddess of harvest and fertility of the earth!" Lacie exclaimed, "I thought you would have known!"

"I - …"

Hermione was interrupted by a faint knock at the door, "May I come in?"

"To what do I owe the pleasure?" Lacie shouted. The door swung open and, there was Malfoy, leaning on the doorframe as if butter wouldn't melt in his mouth.

"Now, now, Lacie. Have you forgotten that you have to be up early?" Malfoy said.

"For what?"

"Miss Belle-Faire."

Lacie didn't need Hermione to tell her that it would be a bad thing for her to not be punctual for her strict ballet teacher. Lacie had it written all over her face.

Lacie groaned, "I have to at least take Hermione to her room."

"It is down the corridor, _I will _take her," Malfoy said, he stepped into Lacie's room before frowning at the walls. "Scarlet? Lacie? Really?"

"Emerald? Draco? Really?" Lacie imitated Malfoy's tone, to a tee, except it had to be several notes higher as she couldn't reach his low tone. Hermione almost jumped in fright when she realised that Malfoy's voice had gotten lower over the holidays and that he was a few inches taller than he had been when she had last encountered him at Kings' Cross Station. She hadn't expected such a change in him over a short period.

Malfoy grabbed Hermione by the hand and pulled her out, "Sleep tight."

When Malfoy had closed the door behind him, his pulling became rougher until Hermione was forced to pull her hand out of his. She crossed her arms and walked without looking at him. "What's wrong with you, Malfoy?"

"You are _so_ polite, Granger," Malfoy sighed sarcastically and sidled beside her.

"Thank you, as ever."

Hermione stopped at the door of the room that she was staying in. "Night, Malfoy."

"Granger," he muttered before moving his head towards her. For a moment, she thought she felt the dry lips of Draco Malfoy on her cheek but when she realised it, he was soon down the corridor and speeding away.

"Malfoy?"

He waved a hand and shouted, "Goodnight!"

Hermione felt a patch of red heat up rapidly on her cheek. She touched it and she faintly heard a door slam. Hermione didn't want to smile, but she couldn't control the smile playing on her lips.

x-x-x-x-x

"Are you sure?" Hermione asked as Lacie pulled her down a corridor on the ground floor where glass reached from the floor up to the ceiling. Sun poured in through the windows, causing the pale marble on the floor to sparkle as they moved across it.

"Yes! Oh, it will be lovely, maybe Miss Belle-Faire will want to teach you too!" Lacie exclaimed, gliding along and making Hermione bob up and down uncomfortably. Lacie was wearing her usual pale blue leotard and her flimsy blue skirt but she was carrying her heavy ballet shoes in her hands. These new ballet shoes, Lacie had told her in great detail, would allow Lacie to start practising to dance on her toes. Hermione had frowned at that idea. It sounded too painful to be an aspiration. She had tried walking on her toes but fell onto the floor with an almighty bump and sore toes. She didn't see the appeal and was not going to try it again.

"Of course, it will take an awfully long time for me to build up the strength to do it," Lacie explained, "but it will be worth it." She pranced along the corridor, jumping on her tiptoes lightly before doing a pirouette and standing in the middle of the long corridor. "Soon, I shall dance for International delegates and the Minister for Magic herself."

"Herself?"

"Of course, it is more tradition for a man to be the Minister, but who is to say that a woman would not have that title? They do the job _so _much better." Lacie said. "Just like Millicent Bagnold, the woman who led Britain into the Light Ages."

"Millicent Bagnold would not be so respected, had it not been for your friend, Potter," Mr Malfoy stepped out into the corridor from a room leading off it.

"Yes, father, I was merely - …"

"Yes, yes, Lacerta," Mr Malfoy said distractedly, "Ah! Miss Granger, how lovely it is to see you!"

He said this as if he had not seen her before with Lacie. Hermione tried to push this cynical feeling aside and greeted him a good morning.

"Would you like to come out to the garden? Breakfast is being served as we speak."

"She was going to - …"

"Now, now Lacerta. You are the one that wants to do ballet, not Miss Granger," Mr Malfoy said as if he was chastising a five year-old child. His face turned from light-hearted into severe after a few moments. "Go."

"But - …"

"_Now_."

Lacie looked terrified and let go of Hermione without saying a word. He had scared her into not even looking at Hermione as she shuffled along the corridor. She didn't even look back as she pulled a heavy door open and went in a room at the end of the corridor presumably her private dance studio. Hermione didn't know how to respond to that. She didn't feel the need to feel so worried, but then again, she didn't know what Mr Malfoy was capable of when he used that tone.

"So, Miss Granger, shall we walk?" Mr Malfoy turned around and opened the door to the room that he had come out of.

"Yes, sir," Hermione said and followed him. He didn't hold the door open for her as he passed through the room and Hermione sometimes had to pulled the heavy door open herself. After walking around the corridors for a while in what seemed liked a circle, Mr Malfoy opened the door to a beautifully furnished patio where Mrs Malfoy and Malfoy were already eating.

"Good morning, Hermione," Mrs Malfoy said before patting the seat next to her, "Come, please."

X-x-x-x-x

Draco flinched as Granger sat opposite to him, and next to his doting mother who chatted with her as if she was another daughter. Draco did not like how much his mother had warmed up to her already. Draco also did not like how his father looked down at her.

He stabbed his fork into his sausage. He. Didn't. Know. What. To. Do.

On one hand, he hated having Granger around and having to treat her like a guest and having to be oh-so-polite, and to say the right thing. On the other, he wanted her around more. He liked the way that she stood up him; to the shock of his mother and father, and that she was controversial and irritated his father. Father was one not to be scorned, but Draco enjoyed watching Granger scorn him.

Then Draco had kissed her, although chaste, it was still a kiss. He ran away to hide the redness of his face that would not disappear. _Why had I done that?_ Thankfully, it was a gesture that Granger understood. It was a polite kiss goodnight. Yet, he was overwrought with embarrassment that she might think that it was different. He went red at the thought.

"Draco?"

Draco looked up to find his mother looking at him with amusement. Granger sat next to her, the corner of a piece of toast just touching her pink lips. He went further red.

"Yes?" his voice was a lot squeakier than should have been.

"Would you like some toast?" Mother asked, raising an eyebrow.

"N-no." Draco's eyes darted from the toast that was in Granger's hand back to the pile of toast on the table.

"Close your mouth, Draco, or you will catch flies," Mrs Malfoy said rather nonchalantly. Draco shut his mouth and stared into his cereal.

"Did you sleep well?" Mother asked Granger. Granger chewed her toast quickly. She probably did not want to speak with her mouth full, where politeness and customs were regarded so highly.

"Yes, thank you."

Granger was being unnecessarily polite. She did not need to, being a Mud-, sorry, _Muggleborn_ and a guest. No one in the family, aside from Lacie, expected anything from her seeing as she was both common and a Gryffindor. Yet here she was, being polite, saying 'please' and 'thank you' and 'I'm fine, Mrs Malfoy'. The dinner last night had been completely hilarious, watching Granger slip up so many times. Draco knew that she was going to attempt to call her 'Malfoy' at least one time, before Lacie kicked her into calling him 'Draco'. He wished that she hadn't kicked Granger because the way that Granger said his name was like an Anglophone trying to speak French. It was horrible.

Draco tried to think something else because he did not want his entire thoughts occupied completely by Granger. He thought about scrambled eggs before he had a sudden urge to have some.

"Master Malfoy, your scrambled eggs," a small voice squeaked beside him. Draco turned to the direction of the voice and Dobby was there, holding out a plate of freshly scrambled eggs.

"Er… thank you, Dobby," Draco said taking the plate. "How did you -…?"

"It is Dobby's job to know what his Master wants," Father barked, "Dobby, go back to work."

"Y-Yes, sir." With a crack, Dobby was gone. Draco did not particularly want the scrambled eggs anymore but he shoved a forkful into his mouth.

"May I be excused?" He heard Granger say suddenly. She did not wait for his mother to reply before she pushed her chair back and moved swiftly from the table.

"Draco, will you follow Hermione?" Mother asked politely. Draco looked at her as if asking if she was really asking that of him. She returned another look, telling him that she wanted him to follow Granger _right now_. Draco groaned as he stood up and walked behind Granger, who was powerwalking into the garden. Draco did not particularly want to chase her, why should he? She was the one throwing a hissy fit. Draco waited for her to get lost before he said something. He would give her credit for making it all the way into the maze, but she soon halted for enough time for Draco to catch up to her.

"Go away," she sniffed.

"Smart, telling your host to leave," Draco said, leaning against a hedge. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing."

"You cannot fool me."

"I'm not Lacie."

Draco chuckled. "No, you are not. But you are her friend, which in her world makes you _my _friend."

"Well, I'm not, so don't say things like that," she muttered. She her cheeks now had a rosy edge to them.

"Alright then, but I suggest that you not throw little tantrums when you want, if you do not like it so much here at the Manor then you are free to leave," Draco said in a very childish way, "I would leave before Lacie had a chance to finish her lesson. I would not want to see her face of disappointment."

Granger flinched and then looked at Draco strangely. She took a shaky breath as if she was going to compose herself.

"Why does he _wear_ that?" She asked after a moment.

Draco tilted his head, "Who?"

"Dobby, why does he wear that dirty tablecloth?"

Draco shrugged, "I do not know, but maybe because he likes wearing it."

"How can anyone like wearing that thing?" Granger asked, shaking her head at the logic of Draco's sentence. "Would you wear it?"

Draco did not know how to answer. If he said no, he would look silly for saying that Dobby liked his clothes. If he said yes, then she would laugh and think he was saying it because it was better than saying no.

"It would depend on the situation," Draco said very diplomatically. He had to learn to be diplomatic, since he was definitely going to be the Minister for Magic in twenty years time. Hermione raised an eyebrow. She seemed to see right through him.

"Like what situation?"

Draco had definitely not thought through his half-baked idea. At least in twenty years time, he would have people like Granger under him to think through situations like that. "If I had to do the work that Dobby has to do in a day, then I would probably wear it. Or if I was going to a Greek costume party."

"Or a Roman costume party," Granger supplied.

"Roman?"

"You know, the Romans and the Greeks are almost synonymous," Granger said trailing off.

"I have only heard of the Greeks."

"Right."

"Did you know that some wizards are believed to be descendants of the Greek Gods?" Draco asked her. Granger, being a non-informed Muggleborn probably wouldn't know something as complicated as that.

"Like Demeter?" she asked with an amused tone.

"Goddess of Harvest, apologies to her if she is listening, but I always preferred Athena."

"I'm sorry, what?" Granger asked. "Your mother's owl?"

"Goddess of wisdom and battle strategy," Draco answered shortly, "but yes, Mother's owl is named after the Goddess."

"Right."

"You do not believe a word I say, do you?"

"Nope." Granger replied, popping the 'p'. "There's no logical fact to prove it."

Draco tried to think of something to come back with but there was nothing that Granger could not retaliate with. He could tell her that there were some people who were proven to be descendants of the Greek Gods, but then, she would not believe him. For Granger, books and facts were everything. Unfortunately, Draco had to witness that on a daily basis when they were at school. Draco wished that she could believe something that was not based in logical fact, after all, there had been nothing logical about magic before she went to Hogwarts.

"What is that noise?" Granger asked, wandering deeper into the maze. Draco rolled his eyes.

"That is the fountain."

"You have a _fountain_ in your garden?" Granger asked with an astonished tone.

"Yes, but we cannot go there," Draco said, following her, "No one has ever been able to find the fountain."

"If you can't see it, how do you know it's there?"

"I can_ see_ it from my bedroom, but it does not matter how many hours you invest into look for a route to the fountain, you will never get there."

"Follow the sound, then," Granger pouted.

"Do you really need to tell me to do that?" Draco frowned. "I have spent years trying to find the fountain."

"Maybe it doesn't want to be found," Granger said simply. She walked a little towards the sound, only to turn a corner, which seemed right but the noise of lapping water got further away. She turned to Draco and pulled a face.

"I told you, it is not easy."

"Why do you have a fountain you can't go near?"

"Grandfather says that it is the Fountain of Fair Fortune," Draco said impressively. Granger just looked confused.

"The, what?" she giggled.

Draco got irritated, "Do you not read?"

She sobered immediately, "Is that in a book?"

"It -…" Draco sighed, "Never mind."

"Tell me!"

"No, read it yourself."

Granger pulled a face before turning on her heel to walk in the direction they had walked in, in order to get this far into the maze. Draco felt the greenery slide past him and it confused him as it surrounded him in a green haze. Granger was just navigating her way easily back to the garden.

"How are you doing that?" Draco asked her as she skipped along without a care, whilst Draco felt the familiar ache in his temples.

"I remembered the way back."

"How?"

"I threw bread crumbs all over the floor," she said with a sarcastic tone for some reason. It was Draco's turn to look completely bewildered. Granger raised an eyebrow. "Hansel and Gretel?"

"Who are they?" Draco asked, still not understanding what she meant.

"Don't you read?" she asked with the same tone that he had used on her a few moments before.

"Ha, ha," Draco muttered. He couldn't help it if Muggle faery-tales did not interest him. It was like Granger's predicament, she didn't know the stories of his childhood either.

_It is not her fault if she did not know what she was until this time last year_, a horrible, rational voice said in the back of his mind. He hated those voices that reminded him terribly of Mother. Thinking of his Mother, and how much she liked Granger made Draco slightly jealous. Soon, they were back in the garden and the decking where breakfast had been served was empty. Draco's unfinished plate of scrambled eggs still lay there beside his half-empty glass of orange juice.

"I do wonder where Mother and Father are," Draco said aloud. Granger did not say anything. She just fidgeted with the edge of her cardigan, as most of the girls he knew did. Draco could hear a banging in the distance and he looked at Granger for a moment. She looked at him with a sombre expression.

"What was that?" Granger asked.

"Do I _look_ like I know?" Draco answered with a question, "I will go and see what the matter is."

"I'll come with you."

Draco did not like her following him, but he had no choice. He could not really say no, and if he did, Mother would disapprove and he would be locked in his room until Monday, after Granger had left. He did not like that idea. He liked speaking with Granger very much, sometimes, when she was being reasonable, like before. He liked telling her things, but he did not know why. It was probably because she was so clever anyway, and telling her things that she did not know seemed to satisfy his ego.

The banging continued, and Draco realised that the noise was coming from the kitchen. He jumped down the stairs, two at a time, and looked around the grim kitchen. Granger almost barged into him, as he stopped suddenly.

Father was hitting Dobby with his stick. Draco stopped breathing in shock.

"You. Are. Not. To. Leave. Without. Permission!" Father said, hitting Dobby with each word. "DO YOU UNDERSTAND?"

Draco moved back, he did not want to be caught intruding on this moment. He had never seen Father so violent, or angry. Even Father's long, blond hair was coming out of its neat ponytail. Draco pulled Hermione by the hand and ran upstairs, until they were in the West Wing. He knew that it would be a _bad thing_ for them to be caught by Father. Father was angry. He did not need provoking further. They panted in the corridor. Draco realised he was holding onto Granger's hand and let it go. Swiftly. He looked over at Granger and she looked like she was crying.

"H-He is not normally like that," Draco said, scared to even look Granger in the eye.

Granger sniffed. "I would like to leave, today, if you didn't mind."

At that moment, Draco did not want her to leave. They had witnessed something completely unspeakable that no one else would understand. Draco did not want to stay at home and bear the guilt of having seen Dobby being punished so dreadfully, and hearing his whimpers with each strike. He needed someone to keep him company, despite how selfish it was at the moment, he needed someone who _knew_.

"Please stay," Draco begged, before he even knew it.

"I can't stay, not when - …" Tears started to stream down her cheeks. "That was so awful, Draco! How-How could he - …"

She couldn't finish her sentence. She was so overwrought with emotion that she had called him _Draco_.

"If you want to go, then - …"

Granger nodded and slipped into the room she was staying in. Five minutes later, she was carrying her suitcase. She nodded at Draco and disappeared down the corridor.

Draco received the silent treatment from Lacie for days, as she believed he was the reason that Hermione had left. Draco did not dare tell her the real reason. He was too scared to believe the fact that his father was the reason why Dobby could not walk properly for two weeks and they had seen what he had done.

* * *

><p><em>AN: If this story so far doesn't make sense, you may have to read Bright Star first. _

_Quick summary if you don't have the time: Lacerta Malfoy (aka Lacie) is the twin sister of Draco Malfoy who was Sorted into Gryffindor (shock!) and she happens to be Hermione's best friend. This is an AU of the events of Chamber of Secrets. _

_Love always,  
><em>

_CS._


	3. The Days are That No More

**Chapter Two: The Days are That No More**

* * *

><p>"<em>Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns<br>The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds  
>To dying ears, when unto dying eyes<br>The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;  
>So sad, so strange, the days that are no more."<em>

Alfred Lord Tennyson from 'Tears, Idle Tears'

* * *

><p><em><strong>Disclaimer to JK Rowling<strong>_

* * *

><p>"Harry! Ron!" Hermione shrieked as she saw her two friends walking into Flourish and Blotts. She threw herself at them, wrapping one arm around each of their necks. Harry hadn't grown much over the summer, but <em>Ron<em>, it seemed like Hermione needed a stool to be able to speak to him face-to-face. "I've missed you!"

"You too," Harry grunted as he tried to pull away, Ron tutted and waited for Hermione to let go of him before moving away.

"You didn't get into any trouble, did you?" Hermione whispered as Mrs Weasley brushed past her.

"Er… when?"

"Why do I get the feeling that I won't like anything you say?" Hermione asked shrewdly.

"Because you're - …"

"Hermione!" Mr Weasley said, shaking her hand profusely, "I've heard so much about you!"

Hermione's eyes widened as she looked at him, "Er… thank you?"

She glared at Harry and Ron who looked like the picture of innocence next to each other.

"Yes, yes, Ron's said so much, about being the cleverest witch in the year, and partly the reason why he got such good marks in his exams, and that you're pretty…" Mr Weasley said. Ron went a bright red.

"Dad!" he exclaimed.

"A little embarrassment never hurt, son," Mr Weasley said, nudging Ron with his elbow. He tried to look over the crowd of people standing in front of them before turning to Hermione and asking, "Alone, are you?"

"No, I'm here with Mum and Dad," Hermione said distractedly as she tried to look for her parents. The childish fear of not being able to see them coursed through her and she found herself remembering the age-old instruction: _If you're lost, don't move, because we'll always come and find you_.

Hermione's heart stopped racing when she saw her parents point and giggle at a book cover at the back of the shop. They seemed completely disinterested in the crowd of people that were queuing up to get their books signed by Gilderoy Lockhart.

"It's awfully busy, isn't it?" Hermione said excitedly.

"Yeah," Ron muttered, "I wish he'd hurry up!"

"Who?" Harry asked.

"Gilderoy Lockhart, his fans are taking up the shop, we'll never get home at this rate," Ron said angrily.

"Ron, he's the author for most of the books for second-year," Hermione sighed and looked dreamily into a moving poster behind Ron, "you could be a little respectful."

"He's a git," Ron said simply. Mr Weasley snorted with laughter, but after receiving a reproachful look from Mrs Weasley, he started lecturing Ron on using horrible words like 'git' with a small stutter. Harry and Hermione smirked beside him. Mr Weasley's stuttering exacerbated the hilarity as he improvised his tirade and gave some alternate, nicer words that Ron could use in the future. Hermione felt a tap on her shoulder and she turned around to face her parents.

"Aren't you going to introduce us?" her mum asked, her dad just stood beside her with an elated smile.

"Er… Harry Potter and Ron Weasley, they're in my House and my year, and this is er, Mr Weasley, Ron's dad," Hermione said quickly and awkwardly, trying to sound as polite as she could in front of her parents and as socially as she could without being teased for it by Harry and Ron later.

"You can call me Arthur," Mr Weasley said, putting out a hand for Hermione's parents to shake.

"Nancy," Hermione's mum said, taking the hand for a swift shake and letting go. Her father followed suit, shaking Mr Weasley's hand and telling him his name.

"It's a bit busy in here, isn't it?" Mr Weasley started to say after conversation had dwindled to a halt.

"Awfully so," Hermione's dad said. "Who is this Gilderoy Lockhart?"

"Charles, he's on Mia's booklist," Hermione's mum reminded him.

"Right."

Harry and Ron looked at Hermione, a look that Hermione's mum caught. "We used to call her Hermia as a short way of saying Hermione, but we got fed up of that, and started called her Mia."

"Why not Hermy?" Ron asked snickering. Hermione shot him a glare. Ron recoiled and the smile was wiped off her face.

"'Mione hates all of her nicknames, don't you love?" Hermione's dad said, squeezing her tightly as she said in a mortified whisper, "Dad!"

"Right, right." Hermione's dad held his hand up guiltily, "Where's this other friend of yours, Lucy Mallot?"

"Lacie Malfoy!" Hermione said in an exasperated tone. Hermione's father apologised jovially again.

"Yes, yes. Where is she?"

Hermione looked around for the distinct blonde hair that Hermione could distinguish as Lacie's. Hermione craned her neck to no avail. She listened as her father continued to talk to Mr Weasley.

"It's hard to keep track of all these names she comes out with, there was a Seamus, Parvati and Elvendork…"

"Elvendork? I have _never _said Elvendork!" Hermione interrupted with a giggle.

"It's unisex," Harry quipped.

Everyone turned to look at him with some sort of dumb astonishment.

X-x-x-x-x

Hermione's father was the first to recover. "Excuse me?"

"I-I," the boy flushed, "I don't know, I just remembered hearing it a lot."

Harry Potter was saved from answering another question from Charles, as there was a chilling voice behind him, "Mr Granger, how pleasant it is to see you."

He turned around to see a tall, proud man with a deep green cloak on which looked to be made with the finest velvet. Of course, Charles was joking. He didn't think that the cloak looked very appealing to wear, valuable or not, he looked like a blonde _Dracula_ and that in itself seemed like a joke. Charles was very proud of his turtleneck sweater and chinos that he had adorned that day, and didn't appreciate much the younger boy beside the man eyeing him up like he was an alien.

"Mr… Malfoy," Charles said, holding out a hand, only just remembering the man's name. He was the father of the aforementioned Lacie Malfoy. Charles could almost see the resemblance. "It's a pleasure to meet you as well."

"Shopping, are we?"

For some reason, Charles didn't like his tone, at all. There was something strange about the way that he was speaking at him that made him think that. He couldn't quite put his finger on it.

"Just a few bits and bobs," Charles explained, "I didn't think it would take a day to get some books!"

"Now, now, Charles," Nancy said, curling an arm around his, "Book signings are usually this busy."

"I think we have not met before…" Mr Malfoy said holding out his hand, "Lucius Malfoy, Draco and Lacerta's father."

"Oh, hello. I'm Nancy," Nancy said, twirling a lock of her hair before shaking Mr Malfoy's hand rather firmly. "And no, we haven't. Met, that is."

"Nancy," Mr Malfoy pondered, stretching out the name whilst playing with the elaborate handle of his cane, "A diminutive of _Agnes_?"

"A city in the province of Lorraine," Charles answered for his wife and she started to gently stroke his hand. She looked at him with a little bit of surprise. Charles would happily bet that she hadn't expected him to remember such a tedious fact about her life. Mr Malfoy made an unassuming surprised sound. Again, there was something in the way that he had done it that Charles didn't like.

_Don't be so prejudiced_, _just because Mia didn't like his house!_ Charles thought to himself before returning to the conversation.

"My mother loved the place, she spent most of her life there, even during the Wars," his wife said. "She was there during the annexation of Alsace-Lorraine, where she met my father."

She said this in a very soft tone, and not once looking at Mr Malfoy but instead at his son with a strange expression on her face. She looked away once the boy noticed that Nancy was looking at him.

"I heard a lot about Hermione's grandmother," Mr Malfoy said, inclining his head towards Charles' daughter. Mia was talking away as there was a commotion by where Gilderoy Lockhart (whoever the man was) was signing books. "I hear she is a fabulous cook, trained in France."

"_My_ mother," Charles corrected, "She trained in Paris, nowhere near Nancy unfortunately."

"Ah…" There was a disapproving look on his face. "It seems like we are all linked to France. Narcissa's, my wife's, family mainly come from there. She wanted Draco and Lacerta to be raised bilingual, so we hired a governess."

"How charming," Nancy said, her expression becoming more and more glassy. Charles could feel it too. The way that Mr Malfoy was speaking to them was odd, as if had no hope of ever reaching the stage at which he was at. Nancy had just picked up on his condescending tone. So what if his children were raised bilingual? The idea never came across his or his wife's minds due to the fact that they knew that Hermione would learn it in school. Charles looked at his daughter who was happily talking to Mr Weasley.

"So," Charles said, trying to alleviate the air, "where is Lacerta? I would have thought she would be here."

"Ballet," Mr Malfoy said shortly, "_Girls_. I have always said that Quidditch was a far more superior sport but she insists on ballet."

Hermione had often said that Mr Malfoy didn't like anything that wasn't Wizarding very much, and Charles could see that now. He could see that Mr Malfoy was taking a great deal of effort to look like he was interested to speak to them, but really, he wasn't. He _knew _what the intonation in Mr Malfoy's tone was now. Superiority. He was a wizard whilst Charles was not, and only through their daughter were they allowed exclusivity in this elusive World. Charles felt like punching Mr Malfoy in the face. He didn't know the implications of having a Witch for a daughter, having to lie, barefaced, to his mother about where his daughter was at Easter or during the weekends. Letters full of things that he would never, ever know and beyond anything and knowing that somewhere in the depths of England, his daughter was putting her life on the line.

He had felt it. He had felt something unsettling in the middle of June, and he knew that something had happened. Mia had come back a different person, as if nothing had happened before suggesting that she go visit Lauren Fullkomna, the girl who had terrorised her childhood. After spending two hours talking to her childhood bully, Mia skipped out with a smile like she'd lifted something awful from her chest and was ready to carry on life.

Charles looked at Nancy, who stared at him with the same expression. She understood him. She knew that Mr Malfoy thought that they were unpleasant to be around. Charles muttered something about looking around the shop with his wife, to which, Mr Malfoy _sneered_ at him, as if to wonder what a person like Charles could possibly gain from looking in a shop like this before telling him that his daughter was welcome anytime.

_Liar_.

His son looked at Charles with an unfathomable expression before allowing himself to be dragged away. Charles watched as Mr Malfoy made his way over to Hermione and heard him saying, "Mr Potter…"

There was a hushed conversation in which Charles saw Harry get very defiant and the lingering words of his clever daughter sent goose bumps up and down his arms every time he thought of them for the rest of his life,

"Fear of a name only increases the fear of the thing itself."

x-x-x-x-x

Hermione stood intransigent beside Harry. He never admitted it, as neither did Hermione, but she was the brains to his plans. Hermione doubted that Harry would survive a crisis like the one that happened at the end of last year, if Hermione had stood with Lacie. Ron stood on his other side. He was his best friend, his strategist and he wasn't going to let Mr Malfoy win this battle.

"I see, Miss Granger," Mr Malfoy said, turning to her. His icy blue eyes seemed to freeze her to the spot but the last thing that Hermione seemed to feel was fear. She wasn't afraid of Mr Malfoy even if she had seen him do the impossible a few weeks ago. "I see you are… insightful as ever."

"As ever, sir."

He stared her down before turning his interest somewhere else, "Arthur, so much overtime, I do hope that they are paying you sufficiently."

"How very _considerate_, Lucius," Mr Weasley said, his blue-eyed stare not faltering under Mr Malfoy's stare.

"My, my, my, how many children are attending Hogwarts _this _year?"

"Five," Mr Weasley said shortly. "Ginny is joining this year."

Hermione looked over beside Mr Weasley and saw a young girl with flaming red hair, like all of her brothers, and big brown eyes. It had never occurred to her to ask if Ron had a younger sibling. The girl, Ginny, went a red that matched her hair and shrunk to the shadows. She kept looking at Harry from the corner of her eyes.

Hermione didn't look away until she felt something push her backwards and she fell into something, no _someone_. She turned around to see Draco who looked rather dumbfounded. It was the first moment where Draco and Hermione could talk to each other without other people knowing since she had dramatically left Malfoy Manor. Everyone else was watching Mr Weasley and Mr Malfoy engaged in a brawl that would have made Mrs Malfoy cringe.

"Draco, er… Malfoy."

"That's my name." His tone was clipped and cool. He didn't even look at her.

Hermione wasn't perturbed, "Where's Lacie?"

"Home."

"Oh, _home_. Didn't she - …?"

"The less you ask, Granger - …"

"Right, I see."

"She misses you."

She missed her best friend as well. Hermione's letters were getting unanswered, and it had been a while since Adelais had returned back to her. Lacie was probably too angry with her for leaving without saying so much as a goodbye, only leaving a note thanking her for her hospitality.

Hermione didn't get much chance to say anything in response to that as Mr Malfoy came off worse in the fight, strands of blonde hair coming out of his ponytail and his eye looked painfully bruised as he glared at his son. He wiped his robes of dust then proceeded to wipe the dribble of blood coming from his mouth and sniffed.

"Draco, we are off. We do not need to linger much longer," Mr Malfoy said before stopping directly in front of Ginny. He lifted a book from the cauldron she was clutching.

"These hand-me-down books you own, _girl_, pay better attention to them," he said, throwing it back with disdain. "We would not want your father working so hard, and so _diligently_ for naught."

Hermione saw that Harry was staring at the cauldron with a frown, he opened his mouth to say something, but Mr Malfoy had already left.

It was rather a strange encounter.

x-x-x-x-x

Hermione looked up the length of the train and back again. She peeped through the windows of the carriages and stared at the people who sat around the small tables. None of them were Harry, Ron or Lacie. Hermione bit her lip with anxiety as she walked into a carriage that was full of Gryffindors in the same year.

"You haven't see Harry, Ron or Lacie have you?" Hermione asked. Seamus gave her a blank expression whilst Dean shook his head.

"Why should _we_ care about them?" Parvati said quite nastily, "_They,_ or rather, _you lot,_ couldn't care less if one of us went missing."

"Parvati, stop being rude," Cheryl said, nudging Parvati's knee with her foot, "the only reason that I passed History of Magic was because Lacie helped me. Be nice to her, and Hermione too. We all borrowed her notes."

Seamus looked at Cheryl as if he had just discovered her and nodded fervently, "I agree. And no, Hermione, I've seen Fred and George but I didn't see Ron with them."

"Thanks, anyway," Hermione said politely. She nodded at Lavender who hadn't spoken up and patted Neville on the shoulder as he sat segregated on the edge of everyone else. He looked as if he wanted to join her, but decided against it. He probably thought that she would leave him alone once she found her friends.

Hermione wandered aimlessly along the long corridor of the train until she saw Malfoy in a carriage with his fellow Slytherins. She didn't want to just barge in there with a group of unfriendly Slytherins lurking about but she couldn't let go of the feeling that something was wrong. There was no reason for Lacie to not be on the train, especially if Malfoy was on it. She rapped on the glass and watched as all the heads in the carriage swivelled around to face her. Pansy Parkinson gave her an unwelcoming glare through the glass and Blaise Zabini looked at her as if wondering what she could possibly want. Crabbe and Goyle just looked gormless, as usual, and Theodore Nott was looking at her with amusement. Malfoy looked at her angrily, as if to tell her to go away.

She wasn't going to go away. In fact, she was going to go in the carriage.

"Malfoy, I need a word," she said briskly and looked at the confused looks of the other Slytherins, "In private."

Malfoy leaned back into his seat and crossed his arms, "I do not want to talk to you in private."

Hermione grimaced. _All right then..._

"Malfoy, it's about that time when I was in the Manor and at night, you - …"

"In private, you said?" Malfoy stood up and nearly knocked her over with his sudden desire to speak outside the carriage. Hermione raised an eyebrow, and smirked. Of course, he probably hadn't told the rest of his fellow Slytherins that he had pecked Hermione on the cheek. Despite it being a formal way of saying goodnight, she doubted - by the look on Nott's face - which Malfoy would ever live it down.

"Where's Lacie?" Hermione asked, as soon as Malfoy had closed the carriage door so that they were speaking in private.

"She is... well, I am not supposed to say," Malfoy taunted with a smug smile. _The self-righteous, pompous little rat! _

"You're not supposed to kiss Muggleborns on the cheek but you still do it," Hermione hissed.

"It was a formality."

"Mmm..."

"Anyway, shall we put it this way, Lacie is not on the train," Malfoy said, "or even in the country."

"What do you mean?"

"Father sent her away."

"Away?" Hermione asked, "Where?"

"Beauxbatons."

"Stop beating around the bush, Malfoy, where is Lacie?" Hermione nearly grabbed him by the robes and threw him into his carriage, without opening the door. She kept her hands in her pocket, her knuckles grazing her wand.

"Look it up, Granger," Malfoy said with acidic tone and his face was pulled into a very smarmy expression that Hermione wanted to slap. Hermione turned away so she wouldn't think of hitting Lacie's brother. Malfoy grabbed her by her robes and looked at her with a very strange look on his face, "You better watch out this year, _Mudblood_."

He opened the door to his carriage and slid in. Parkinson was the first one to jump at him and ask him what Hermione wanted, or so, Hermione thought. She wasn't a very good lip-reader, but she could tell by the face that Malfoy looked at her with as Parkinson finished speaking, it was time to go.

Hermione spent the rest of the time alone, with a small table to herself. Sometimes, someone from the same year would pass by and nod at her and ask her how her summer was. Fred and George passed by three times to ask her why she was sitting alone and where their brother was. Either they forgot or they thought they were keeping her company. Hermione sat reading a new Defence Against the Dark Arts textbook when she thought about what Malfoy had said. Lacie wasn't on the train. Or the country. She was at some sort of place called Beauxbatons, whatever Beauxbatons was. Was it some sort of prison? What was Mr Malfoy doing sending Lacie somewhere else when she should be at school? And what had Draco meant, _you better watch out this year, Mudblood_? There was the age-old insult again, the one that he had sworn to Lacie that he would never use on Hermione.

There was a quiet announcement telling the students that they were about to reach the train station at Hogsmeade and that students should be school robes by now. The few who had not yet changed shot up and ran down the packed train. Hermione looked around her to see for the final time if Harry and Ron were around. She had to tell them that Lacie wasn't there and there was something odd about the circumstances in which she left. Hermione had not seen Lacie since she had left Malfoy Manor. She never told her. She didn't want to put it in a letter so she was going to tell her at Diagon Alley but with Mr Malfoy there, she found it too intimidating for her to say anything. _What if she didn't believe me?_

She was going to tell her on the train but she was gone. Somewhere. Beauxbatons. She sighed. Maybe she would see Harry and Ron at the Sorting Feast.

x-x-x-x-x

"You two aren't heroes, you know," Hermione said angrily at breakfast the next morning. Lacie wasn't at Hogwarts at all, she had thought that Malfoy was lying or something but clearly Lacie had left. She was extremely annoyed by the fact that Lacie hadn't even written a note, _a note_ to explain where and why she had gone.

How long would have it taken her to write something along the lines of: 'I've left because I rather go somewhere else. Sorry'? Hermione could write that in ten seconds under exam conditions. _Ten seconds!_

"We are," Ron countered, looking too smug despite himself, "legends."

Hermione didn't see the impressiveness of landing on the Hogwarts Grounds in an illegal flying motorcar, after flying across the country in it and breaking almost every Secrecy law that existed. She also didn't see how Harry and Ron were legends in destroying Hogwarts Grounds and landing themselves another detention before term had officially started. They were on the _brink _of losing points for Gryffindor, but Professor McGonagall had gotten there in enough time before Snape could. It was clear that McGonagall didn't want to repeat of the year before when Lacie had started a food fight in the first week and caused negative points for the first month of term for all four Houses.

"Mmm," Hermione said, buttering a slice of toast. "Sure you are."

Ron had his mouth full as he tried to protest but Harry nudged him in the arm and said, "Don't push it."

"You two are lucky that you are still here and not on the train home," Hermione hissed before she bit into her toast, she swallowed and glared at them, "You've broken some serious Secrecy Laws, and people have gone to Azkaban for that."

"They weren't going to throw us in _Azkaban_, Hermione," Ron snorted, "Trust me."

"What's - …?" Harry started but he was stopped as a bright red envelope dropped onto Ron's plate. Ron looked like he was going to drop everything that was in his mouth on it. He went bright red, then pale as chalk.

"Would you like to go to Azkaban, _now_?" Hermione smirked as it started to flutter.

"Shut up," Ron said, his hand trembling as he reached for the red envelope. He looked unsure as to whether he should open it, but after encouragement from Neville, he ripped it open, as if it would take away some of the fear. Hermione covered her ears as the Howler screamed at him. It didn't do much for her, as she could clearly hear what Mrs Weasley was screaming. Ron looked like he was about to be sick, and Harry looked extremely guilty. He hung his head in shame, as if it would do something to alleviate the fact Mr Weasley was facing an inquiry at work.

"That wasn't so bad," Hermione said, after the Howler burst into flames and the smoke from it dispersed into the air. "I mean, she could have said that she was taking you home."

Ron gulped. Harry copied him. Hermione sighed. It wasn't as bad as Lacie's situation where she wasn't even in Hogwarts, but then, she might have asked to leave Hogwarts. Hermione's stomach was tossing and turning. They were supposed to have lessons together. It was far too hard to realise that Lacie wasn't sitting next to her making snarky remarks about the Howler and boasting that she never got a Howler. Professor McGonagall had started making rounds with their timetables for that year.

"Athena?" Ron whispered after a moment.

"What?" Hermione asked, "Why are you bringing up the Greek Goddess of battle strategy at eight in the morning?"

"No, _Athena_," Ron pointed, "I'd recognise that bloody owl in a crowded street!"

Hermione looked at she saw the familiar shape of Athena as she swooped around the Great Hall. For a moment, she thought that Athena was going to land on the Slytherin table. Malfoy had perked up at the table and looked smug, like he was going to get some form of present from home. Instead, Athena landed gracefully next to Harry. She dropped the letter in her beak on the table along with a small parcel. Harry reached for the letter, only to get a reproachful look from the owl. She guarded the letter, puffing out her chest and stepping on the letter with her feet.

"She looks angry," Hermione noted.

"She wants to be rewarded first, stupid Malfoys," Ron muttered, giving her a rasher of bacon. She accepted the slice immediately and flew off with it in her mouth, probably to devour on her own terms. Harry picked up the letter and Hermione swore that she could recognise the writing on the front. A swirl of jealously filled her stomach as she wondered why it was addressed to Harry. The jealously only increased as Harry confirmed what she thought.

"It's from Lacie!"

* * *

><p><em>AN: Apologies for not updating on Friday [I update this story every Tuesday and Friday, because it was here before then I deleted it/edited it/reuploaded it so I can do so]. I have almost finished writing this story so there will be an ending to this long-drawn out story [previously it was on here for 3-4 years, yeahhhh.]_

_Again, for context reasons you may want to refer to Bright Star. If you don't want to here's a quick rundown. Lacie/Lacerta Malfoy is Draco's twin who is also Hermione's best friend. Hermione and Draco do not get on, sometimes. If you're here for a Dramione story, soz, all I have is elaborate pre-teen set up. _

_CS._


End file.
